
Lo, Th
Sq endlessly the gray-lipped sea

Kept me within his e\ie
And lean he licked his hollow fianks
And followed up the skif.

FRANCIS IIACKETT.

ONE unfortunate detail of
Marc Anthony's sterling
funeral oration was that
Caesar couldn't come back to

hear it. Ca?sar should have been a

transatlantic a ator. tn that event
he might have had a verhatim copy of
Mr. Antony's forensic speech, and
some night he could have drawn the
reading lamp near and had the in-
dubitable pleasure of perusing hun-
dreds of his obituaries appearing in
the- public prints.

Harry Hawker, the. Australian
aviut-or, and Mackenzie Grieve, his
English navigator, being very much
loss (lead than Ca>sar, are con-
fronted with none of the Roinan
Emperor's posthumous difficulties.
They may virtually pick their
favorite obituary and eulogy £rom

'

among thousands. Nor are they
limited to mere prose. Should they
prefer verse there are millions of
metrical feet of it, hazarding the
opinion that the following from
"The Boston Transcript" would,
everything considered, be their
favorite:
"Blind fate still works her own strange

will,
Aud though we strive to balk her

She has her say. Behold the way
-She played with Grieve and Hawker!"
13ut that was written when the

Messrs. Hawker and Grieve were
officially, if only nautically, with us
again. Those lines which were in-
dited whea_the British aviator was
informally non est have more of the
heroic vein, though at present they
have the misfortune to be less
t imely.
"The Messrs. Hawker and Grieve

could find little to object to in the
editorial from "The Atlanta Jour-
rai," written when they were sup-
posedly lost. |

"Nothing but the stars to guide
him as he drove his way eastward
aeross the dark watevs," says that
commentation. "Nothing but nerve;
nothing but wings; nothing but an
ungine and a tank full of gas. Yet
on and on he went; a hundred
miles, a thousand miles, perhaps, till
the sun came up and he looked for
hia goal. Probably he thought of
his wife and children as his eyes
strained to catch a far glimpse of
Ireland's shore. And then the
needle showed him that his fuel was
gone, that he could not make it, that
he must come down to the surface of
*the sea and surrender at last to its
iey embraee. Wiien glory comes to
tlie one whose feet first touch the
unds. let al! remember the well
named Australian, the dauntless
Hawk, who drove on his nerve with
nQLhing tj guide him but the star
sflangled vault above the dark
.vaters."
"Not bad, Grieve," we may imag-i

ne Hawker saying, as he passes the
dipning to hia much under-adver-

'. ised navigator. f
"But read this 'one, Harry,"-

.nswers Grieve, submitting an edi-
orial from "The Providence Jour-
ia!"
"We may never learn in what

hape death came to the two avia-
ors who set forth on their fatal ex-

icdition, but we know they went!
turdily, even blithely, to it, and we
annot withhold from them, in the
riidst of our regrcts at their failure
nd loss, the admiration which fear-1
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"Hawker and Grieve, Pas

less daring has evoked in every age."

gUCH panegyrics would be almost
without end and illuminated

vastly by news dispatches that came
out of London. Such was the re¬
port of the captain of the Vennonia.
who arrived in England from Lon¬
don and reported "that a cyclone in
which no airplane could have lived
was encountered early on Monday,
the storm causing tremendous seas."
To which Hawker answers in ef¬
fect in The New York Tribune:

"r-v£?" ____,

js By! 1 Can't Stop You!"
Philadelphia Evening Public Ledge,

"There is no such thing as being
brought down by a storm. I will fly
in any machine.any time."
No matter.
"It seems that they were going to

do the right thing by us, Grieve,"
declares Hawker, passing over an
editorial from "The Philadelphia
Press." "Read this."
And Grieve reads:
"The distribution of 'The London

Daily MailV fifty thousand-dollar prize
for a transatlantic flight to the heire
of Hawker and G,rie\e ig a tine, practi-
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Troublesome Days for Old Kings and Autocrats
.Milwaukee Sentinel.

The Pat

cal tribute to the heroic courage of
their ill-fated flight. Though they
failed lo reach their goal no good
aportsiinui will deny that this post-
humous tribute to their daring is richly
merited.

"Tlieir failure will not deter other
men to make the attempt. Rather will
their intrepidity be a source of inspira-
tion to others."

emaker
.Neui York World.

The New York Tribune and "The
Savannah Morning News" agreed in 1
effect that it was too bad the men
were dead, but "they succeeded in 1
making men stand with heads a '

little higher because of the very
'

effort itself," says "The News," j
while The Tribune declares: "The t
heroic deed, the common property c
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Over tli

)f all mankind, is the great
achievement, the Might of a human
jeing, in the ace of wind and storm
ind death and destruction, to an un-
iaunted end. In the tidings of it we
all, in our small, several ways. fly
higher and do move bravely."
"First rate, both of 'em." exclaim

Hawker and Grieve.

[N "The Philadelphia Press'-' the
two dashing aviators may read

iow aincerely their untimely end was

'deplored in this country," and fur-
;her that "Americans are second to
io people on earth in their apprecia-
;ion of brave men and adventurous
leeds."

e Top
-Dailas Morning Nei

Hawker and Grieve's spectacular
deaths only satisfied "The New York
Sun" that the extensive preparation
made for the flight of our naval sea¬
planes was well worth while, and:
"The more Hawker's fate is con-

sidered, the more Americans may con-
gratulate themselves and the Xa$y Ue-
partment upon the precautions taken
agaiiisi the loss of thc men in our ^a-
planc flight, The perils ol' the trans¬
atlantic air route are illustrated in the
crippling of the One ar.d the Three, as
well a<s in Hawker's. ca.se. At the same
time the expcrience or' the Americans
proves that it pays, when chances muBt
be taken, to eliminate vvery possible
chance that need not be taken."

"They went down just as their

tuaries!
i arms were outstretched to grasp the
prize of an unexampled triumph,"

j declares "The New York World."
"Gives me a spooky leeling,

Harry," says Grieve, passing back
the clippings.

It is fortunate that Mr. Hawker
lived to "report" his own misfor-
tuffe, for "The Milwaukee Journar*
had previously decided that "the
story of the tragedy may never be
known. The sea does not give up
its secrets," while "The Halifax
Chronicle," after observing that the
lights of the little Sopwith machine
were sighted by the cable steamer
Faraday in mid-Atlantic, concludes
that "this is the only word of
Hawker and Grieve since they
hopped off into the Great Unknown.
It will probably be the last."

But the Hawkers were ever care-
less of fate, as "The New York
Herald" pointed out, as follows:
"When Harry Hawker, with Lieuten¬

ant Commander Griei-e, taking off at
St. John's on his Atlantic flight, dropped
the under carriage of his airplano he
was but living up to a tradition of his
curiously interesting family. For the
Hawkers have always been strictly un-
conventional and careless of conse-
quences.
"For example, Robert Stephen Haw tv-

er. the parson of Morweiistan in Devon
.author of 'The sjong of ihe Western
Men.' sometimcs called 'Trelawney'.
who ruled over a congregation of pious
^mugglers and wreckers, used to wait,
with nothing on in the early morning-
from his vicarage to the rocku for his
daily plunge in the sea.

"When some of the inhabitants of
the neighborhood protested against thia
Garden of Eden costume of the vicar
he replied: 'My Maker brought me into
the world as 1 go out. to swim. Let
thorn complain to Him! The Hawkers
believe in going light.'
"Robert Stephen Hawker will not be

forgotten as long as men read poetry
written in English. Harry Hawker may
be forgoUen, but before he is there
are 20,000 Cornishmen and other men

by the hundred? of thousands, all ad¬
mirers of bravery, who will want to
know the reason why."

4MID these numerous paradoxes
of gilded pre-obituaries comes

the voice of "The Hartford Cou-
rant," pointing out an object lesson.
It says:
"There is nothing like being \\:.-c-. It

enables one to tell the unwise so :i any
things that they might mi-.- if the
knowledge were not imparted. For e\-

ample. after it was decided that Hav,ker
and Grieve were lo.-it, those who knew
explained that it was plain tha! they
had drifted over a great ice floe and
the eold had acted on their ga£ and
they had to come down. Others, equally
wise, discovertd that a terrible cycione
had swept the machine awaj i.-:'. and
that was why these venturous travellera
were lost. And now it turns out that
they are not lost at all and tl -hat
aiied them was something simple i>:.d
inexcusable. The water could not cir-
culate because the tubes had foreign
matter* in them, evidently left there
when the machine was put togetl ai ii
due to the carelessness or ignorance
ol' the builders and negligence of those
who tested her. However, tlie men ¦-. iio
knew K all had their day."
Nor could the aerial na\ igators

find fault with the verse taken from
the classics and dedicated ot
"Le, while you sleep,

'i im< follows on youi rai v. itb
nimble toes;

And when you wake,
You hear a name that ever.Coody
knows."

"They did everything that could
be expected, Grieve,'' declares
Hawker.

"Everything. Harry," answers
Grieve.

Danish Marv

T
By PERCY MACKAYE
WAS Danish Mary picked them up

Out of the air and sea:
A shoddy, trudging lollypup

A-trapseing slatternlv.

The cry rang north, the cry rang south:
"The vanished.where are they?"

But Danish Mary shut her mouth
And shuffled on her way.

"Ho, Hawker!"."Grieve!".on flying scuu
"

Called kingdoms and called kings:
But Danish Mary chewed her cud

In drowsy maunderings.

Now "Lost!" cried West, and "Lost!" cried East,
Till "Perished!" like a pall,

Turned bonfire-light and homing feast
More dark than funeral.

And toward the hollow «ky rose prayer
And dirge of steeple-chime:

Eul what shouid Daniah Mary care?
' She takes her own sweet time.

And bawls to Lewis Butt: "It's me!
I've picked 't»m up.your men."

"What!.Grieve and Hawker?" Sure!" And she
Goes shambling on again.

But lightning engines fiash and fight
For news that reapa renown,

The jackies Rwarm frorn bay and bight
And race to run her down,

And win, and bear h*r ryize away_
While Mary turns to prowl

Once more where sllpe the dumb, salt sprayAnd slapfi^her Ofl thc jowl.
.From The New York Times.

Last Ai
FROM Paris to Quebec by air-

plane in forty-nine hours!
This is the world record
set by the French fliers

Wal, Bradlec and Boulard, who, hav¬
ing started from Le Crotoy, near

Paris, on the night between March
28 and 2d last, landed safely on

the outskirts of the ancient capital
of French Canada, after a flight
lasting exactly two days and one
hour.

This, at least, is the statement
made by the French monthly
"Sports et Tourisme" in its April is-!
sue. A dispatch, cablcd from Quc-
bec by Pierre Wal, one of the daring
fliers and associate editor of the
rcview, tells the story of the epoch-1
making exploit which anticipated by
six weeks the feat of Commander'
Read and his American seaplane
NC-4. The dispatch is headlined:

The Atlantic Crossed
In Airplane

One of Our Editor* Fliea From
Le Crotoy to Quebec, 6,876
Kilometren, in Forty-nine
Hours
A note of tlie editor, frVtroducing

tho story, explains that M. Wal, an

>ril
old member of the staff and a recog-
nized expert on aerqnautics, was

suddenly called away from the office
on the evening of March 218 by a tel¬
ephone message of M, Doville, the
dphief engineer of the Caudron air-
plane works. The next day Wa!
did not show up, and on inquiry at
the plant it was learned that he bad
departed on an important air trip
details of which, however, were with-
lieid. Four days passed in growing
anxiety, and all his friends were'
about giving him up as lost when
the Quebec cable arrived and cleared
up the mystery.
The dispatch tells in the most mat-

ter-of-fact tone how Wal accepte 1
the invitation of M. Bradlac, a

wealthy amateur of aeronautics, to
accompany him on a cross-ocean
flight in his plane C-23, just pur-
chased. They were to start the same
night, along an itinerary as follows:
From Le Crotoy, north to Paris,
to Wick, Caithness, Scotland; thence
to Thorshavn, Isle of Strbmo,
Faroe Islands; thence to Relykjavik,
capital of Iceland; thence aeross
Grecnland to Godhavn, on the Isle
?f Lisko; thence crossing to the
Davis Strait, to Nain, on the Lab-
rador coast; thence to Quebec.
The C-28 is described as a biplane

.quipped with two engines of 250
lorsepower each, with a carrying
;apacity of 2.600 kilos (about 5,720
pounds). The crew of four (Wal,
Bradlec, Boulurd, tho pllot, and
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e .1 TlVS is -he iline,a'*y of the hoax cross-ocean flightot the 1 rcnc, airplane C-23. The arrows indicate thetlirection of the wind.
Comparison with the route pursued hy the NC-4shows how the actual accomplishment of the air cross-ing; excceded iu daring and directness the arduoiw,loundabout route imagined by the French writer.

Guillain, the mechanic) plus the
cargo, consisting of fuel (for fifteen
hours), oil, extra parts of machin-
ery, provisions and luggage, weighedloss than 5,680 pounds.

The start was made from the fly¬ing field of Le Crotoy at 1 a. m. on
March 29, and six and a half hours
later the 'plane alighted at Wick, on
tho northern extremity of Scotland,

after a continuous flight of 632
miles. Following a hurried break-
fast, the C-23 "hopped off" for
Thorshavn. Everything went ac¬

cording to schedule, without the
slightest mishap. Wal, Bradtec and
Boulard relieved one another at the
wheel every two hours.
At each Bubaequent station the

fliers found all arrangemcnta made
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for their reception, Guillain attend-
ing to minor repairs, while the
three others rested. At Godhavn,the principal town of Greenland, the
whole crew ,had a regular night's
rest. and in the morning the flight
was resumed. Quebec was reached
after another full day's altogether
unexciting flight.

Wal's cable does not describe the
flight itself. . Nor is an analysis of
the crew's sensations attempted.Merely a -chronology of the trip and
short, businesslike descriptions of
the landings are given.
Here is the log of the journev as

compiled on the basis of the dis¬
patch :

I>Ui»n,-*
S:»K« ln Kll.

Le Crotoy-Wick... '.,021
Wick-Thorshavn... too
Thorshavn Reyk

juvik . 0,00
Reykjavik-Godhavn 1,645

Uepos. -.-

Hours
fl.SO
8.40

5.25
n.5o

A>'frii<:»
Spuod

156
109

10!)
187

n bv the ISC-l

Godhavn-Nain
Na.n-Quebec

1,860
1,350

Total. 0,876 19.2; I! --

That is, 4,25\ miles in 19 hours
and. 2;> minute.-, an average of about
86 miles an hour. (This is slightly
less than the average speed achieved
by Commander Read on his flight
from Trepassey to Horta).

Needless«to say, the whole
of the Le Crotoy-Quebec flight i*
nothing but a cleverly executed
April hoax, all the more unique be*
cause devoid of any fantastic details.
such as Edgar Allan Poe would have
delighted to ineorporate. Eather*
the author erra on the other side.
by over-emphasizing the absence of
hassard, by a pseudo matter-of-fact-
neae which treats the transoeeanic
trip as nothing more m ¦'¦.¦¦ *":L'-

than a railroad trip batween v l< ¦--

land and Chicago.


